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t^The Toy Maker's Trouble 



Long, long ago, there was a very famous toy 
maker who lived in a kingdom across the sea. 
He was a such a good toy maker that he made 
toys for the King's daughter, the pretty Little 
Princess. He could make all sorts of toys, toys 
that would dance, toys that would run, toys that 
could laugh and cry. His greatest pleasure was in 
making the Little Princess happy and she was so 
happy when he brought her a new toy. You see, 
the Little Princess was not a well child. She 
couldn't run and play like all the rest of the 
children throughout her father's kingdom. She 
had to stay in bed ali the time or sit in a wheel- 
chair. She would never be able to walk. 

One day the toy maker was in his little shop 
when the King came to sec him. Imagine the 
King coming to his tiny store. The toy maker 
was deeply honored and bowed low as the great 
King strolled inside 

"Your majesty," said the toy maker, "you 
honor me greatly by coming to my humble work- 
shop. Please sit down in this comfortable chair.'' 

The King sat down, looked around the shop 
for an instant and said: 

"Toy maker, my little daughter is very ill. You 
have made her many fine toys but none of them 
please her now. The doctors have said that a 
:iew little toy might be the thing to make her 
well again. That is why I have come here. You 
must make a new toy for her by tomorrow morn- 
ing, one that will make her gay, and happy 
again." 

"Why, certainly, Your Majesty. It is my great- 
est pleasure to serve you and the Little Princess." 

"It may not be easy, toy maker, because she 
wants a toy that will sing, a little doll- that 
actually sings." 

The toy maker blinked his eyes. 

"But your majesty, that is impossible. 1 can 
make toys that run and play or laugh and cry 
but I cannot make one that sings." 

The king got up from the chair and moved to 
the door. There he turned and faced the toy 
maker once again. 

"You have until tomorrow morning to make a 
doll that sings. If you make it, you shall never 
have to work another day in your life. If you 
do'not make it, you shall lose your head." With 
that, he walked out of the store. 

(Continued I 



The toy maker watched the great Coach and 
horses ride out of sight and then he slowly 
turned back to his lonely workshop. How could 
he make a doll that sings and by tomorrow 
morning? He certainly didn't want to lose his 
head, but he seemed doomed to die. He was the 
greatest toy maker in all the worltl but he 
could not make a toy that sings; nobody could. 

All that long afternoon he worked trying to 
find a way to make a doll sing. He tried this 
way and that way but there was no way at all 
he could make the doll. He could make a very 
cute and beautiful doll in no time at all but he 
couldn't make one that sings. 

By the time the great clock in the square 
was tolling the hour of midnight, the little 
toy maker was still at his bench. It was no use 
and he was so tired. He just had to lie down 
and get a bit of sleep. 

He turned out the lights in his shop and 
went into the little back room where he had his 
bed. He had not eaten but he was too tired 
even for that. It was just no use. He couldn't -do 
it so he might just as well go to sleep. He 
smiled to himself as he thought that he would 
at least be well rested when they came to chop 
off his head. 

The toy maker got into his bed and soon he 
was fast asleep. 

Then a strange thing happened. Even the tov 
maker was never able to tell just how the idea 
came to him in his sleep, but an hour or two 
later he awoke with a start! There was a way to 
make a doll that sings. Why didn't he think 
of it before. All those precious hours wasted and 
now he had to work very fast if he was goint; 
to finish the toy by the morning. 

He hurried back to his work bench and start- 
ed making the doll. He knew just what he was 
doing and he worked fast, oh so very fast. His 
little old fingers had never worked that fast be- 
fore, but now his very life depended on the 
job he was doing. Oh, would he make it in 
time? Would he be able to finish the toy and 
get to the castle in time to give h to the Little 
Princess and would she like it so much that she 
would get well? 

The sun came up and found the little man 
still at work. But now he was almost finished. 
He had given the doll its voice and he was 
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putting the last few touches on it so that it 
would sing when its master wanted it to and 
stop when its master wanted it to. It was such 
a pretty little doll, too. 

(Soon he was finished. He was so happy and 
excited. 
"I've done it! I've done it!" he cried over and 
over again. 

He grabbed his coat, got out his horse-cart 
and away he went to the castle. 

Meanwhile, at the castle, the doctor was just 
coming out of the room of the Little Princess. 
The King was there and so was the Queen and 
they looked very worried. 

"How is my little girl?" asked the King. 

"She will be well again if she gets that toy 
that sings," said the doctor. "If she doesn't get 
it she will feel very bad and might not recover. 
You told her she would get it this morning and 
that's all she keeps asking for: 'Where's my 
doll that sings?' " 

"I'll have that toy maker's life for this," 
roared the King. "Where can he be? He should 
have been here an hour ago. 

"Don't be so impatient, dear," said the Queen. 
"Remember it is a long ride from the toy mak- 
er's shop to the castle." 

"That is true," said the doctor, "but if he 
wants to save her he will have to -hurry because 
she is getting weaker and weaker and is feeling 
worse and worse because there is no doll that 
sings." 

The King started pacing the marble floor. 
Where was that toy maker? Why didn't he 
come. Up and down the floor he walked, up 
and down, up and down. 

An hour passed; two hours passed and still 
no toy maker. The King was angry now and he 
called his Captain of the Guards to him. 

"That toy maker will not be here since he 
hasn't come yet. He must be at his shop. Go 
there and bring me back his head. If he is not 
there, find him but do not return unless you 
have his head." 

The Captain saluted and started to say, "Yes, 
your rr.-aj — " when he was interrupted by the 
sound of running feet coming up the long 
flight of stairs. Then he and the King heard a 
voice. It was the toy maker! 

"Your majesty, your majesty, I have it, the 
doll that sings." 

The King ran to him, threw his arms around 
him and then took him into the room of his 
little daughter. 

The little girl was in her bed with many 



doctors and nurses around her and they were 
all shaking their heads. The little girl was toss- 
ing her pretty head back and forth and mur- 
muring: "Where's my doll that sings, where's 
my doll that sings?" 

The toy maker stepped up to the bed. 

"Here you are, my little Princess. Here is 
your doll that sings just as your daddy promised 
you." 

The little girl turned to the toy maker and 
looked at him and looked at the doll in his 
hands. 

"Make her sing, please, oh please make her 
sing." 

"Now I take her right hand like this, and I 
pull it down like this and now you listen." 

And sure enough the little doll's mouth open- 
ed and out came beautiful little notes, not 
words exactly but music that sounded as if the 
little doll was actually humming and singing. 
The Little Princess was happy. She started to 
smile again for the first time in weeks. And 
when the song ended she grabbed the doll 
close to her and kissed her cheeks again and 
again. 

To make a long story short, the Little Prin- 
cess recovered almost immediately and the King, 
true to his word, gave the toy maker more 
wealth than he had ever dreamed of and the 
old man never had to work again as long as he 
lived. However, he still made toys for the 
Little Princess until the day came when she no 
longer played with toys. However she kept the 
doll that sang until she died many years later. 

And what made the doll sing, how did the 
toy maker find a way to make music come from 
the insides of something that was not alive? It 
was very simple. The toy maker was an expert 
at making little musical boxes and during his 
sleep that night the idea came to him to put 
one of these little boxes inside the stomach of 
the doll and attach it in such a way that when 
the right arm was pulled the doll's mouth 
opened wide and the little music box started to 
play. 

And to this day nobody in that land has 
ever been able to find out what it was that told 
the toy maker how to make the toy while he 
was sound asleep. Everyone has his own ideas, 
though, and most of the people remember that 
the little man was a good man who always did 
good things for others, and they believe that an 
angel came down from heaven while he was 
sleeping and touched her magic wand to his 
head giving him the idea. Nobody, though will 
ever know for certain just what it was. 
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